x lagcuic — 

By this one bloodie triall offharpc warre. 

1 . Lor. Euery mans confcience is a thoufand fwords 
To fighi againft that bloody homicide. 

2. Lor. [ doubt not but his friends will file to vs. 

3. Lor. He hath no friends, but who arefriends for feare 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

T rue hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes win^s, 

Kings it make Godsend meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K. Richard. N orjf. Ratcfcffe, Cateshj ) with others. 

Kwg. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field 
Why how now Catesby,why lookeft tfiou fo fad; 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. NorfFolke, come hither; 

Norffolke,wc muft haue knockes.ha ,muft we not i 

Nor. We muft both gitie and take, my gracious Lord, 

King, Yp with my tent there,here will / lye to night, 

5ut where tomorrow ’well all is one for that: 

Who hath defcried the number of the foe? 

Nor. Sixeor feuen thoufand. is their greateft number, 

Kwg. Why our battalion trebcls that account, 

Be(ides,thc kings name is a tower offirength, 

Which they.vpon theaduerle pai tie want : 

Vp with my .tent there, valiant gentleman. 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fome men of found direttion, 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay, 

For Lordsjto morrow is a bulie day. Exeunt, 

Enter Richmond with the L ords. 

Rich. The wearie Sunne hath made a golden feate. 

And by the bright tracke of his fierieCarre, 

Glues fignall ofa goodly day to morrow : 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fhall beare my ftanderd, 
TheEarleofPembrookekeepe his regiment, ' 

Good Captaine Flunt, beare my good night to him, 

And by thefecond lioure in the morning, 

Defire the Earle to fee me in roy tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Flunt before thoti goeft, 

Where is Lord Stanley quarterd,doeft thou know i 
SlmJV nles /haue miftane his colours much, Which 


of Richard the third* 

W'hich well I am a (fured I haue'not done, 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaft, 

South from the mightie power of the king. 

Rich. 7f without perill it be polTlble, 

Good captain Blunt beare my good night to him. 

And giue him from me, this mod needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, /le vnder take it. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt, 

Giue me fome /nice and paper in my tent, 

/le draw the forme and modle ofour battel!* 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And partin iuft proportion our fmall ftrength: 

Cbme.lct vs co.ifultvpontomorrowcs bufinefte. 

In to our tent, the airc is rawe and cold. 

Enter K RJcbard,Norjf. Ratclijf* } Catesfy. 

King. Whatisaslockef 

Qat, lx. is fixe of the clocke,full fupper time. 

King, / will not fup to night,giue me fome /nkc & paper, 
JFhat is my beuer eafierthen itwas? 

And all my armor laid into my tent? 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things are in readinefle. 

King. Good Horflfokehie thectothy charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chufe truftie Ccntinell, 

Nor. I gee my Lord, 

King. Jtur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffolke, 
Nor. T warrant you my Lord, 

K*»£. Cafes bie. - 
Rat. My Lord, 

King. Send out a Purfenant atarmes 
To Stanleys regement, bid him bring hi* power 
before Sun rifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
/nto the blinde cane ofeternall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke thet my flaues be found and not too heauy Ratliflfe. 
Rat. My Lord. 

Kwg. Sa weft thou the melancholy L.Ncrthumberlandi 
Rat. /homas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe, 

Much about Cockfhut time,from troupe to troupe 

L 2 *Teat 
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